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THE RIGHT-PALL HEIR. 

t 

HARVARD COLLEGE LIBRARY 

f::om 
the bequest of 

EVERT JANS'EK WENDEU 
Vv<tf 

Vy_ f The Sea Rover, who, having passed his early life at \ 
\ sea, comes home to learn the story of his birth. / 

Falkner (His 1st lieutenant, a smart young sailor). 

Harding (His 2nd lieutenant, another smart young sailor). 

Lam Beaufort I His mother ' 8 darUng, a Utile pickle, ready to \ 
Lord Ueaufort ^ ^dfc a tfW^uairel with anybody. ) 

f The poor cousin, who feels himself de-\ 
Sir Gret be Malpas i grey-ded by his position in the family, I 

( and turns dogged in consequence, J 

Wreck ltffe (A pirate captain retired from business). 

Marsden (Lady Montreville's Seneschal.) 

Sir Godfrey Seymour (A Country Justice). 

I A Haughty Countess, who, as she coa- 

Lady Mohtreville i trives tokeep up a very juvenile appear. 
w «•"*"■ ""• v " a *«^ anoe^ lg naturally averse to owning a 

L stalwart young man as her son. 

Eveline (An interesting young lady, niece to Lady Montreville). 
Sailors, Villagers, Knights, Pages, Servants, &c, &c. 
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THE 



RIGHT-FALL HEIR 



SCENE FIRST.— Exterior of the castle of Montreville, sea 
view at back* Sir Qrey's house, a very dilapidated one 
near front, L. A rustic seat, B. 

Sib Gbeyde Malpas discovered digging up potatoes. Music, 
old tune, " There I saw the Devil" Malpas leaves off 
. digging and comes down. 

Malpas. How hard for one who comes of noble stock, 
To dig potatoes up-at-eight-o f clock, 
It's infra dig, and when I stick my spade in, 
I feel the act decidedly c%-grading. 
But then, 'twixt me and yonder earldom stand 
Only two lives, and I've a willing hand ; 
What's dne to me they shall not long evade, 
I this spade (d) use bnt till those dues is (s) paid, 
And I should own, though I complain of fate, I 
Have still my " otium cum diggvn' o' taty." 

(Music — he resumes digging 

Enter Wbeckltfpe, b., a villainous-looking pirate with alar ge 
I . scar on his face, very rusty breastplate, targe knife, life. 

Malpas. Wrecklyffe ! what brings thee here, old friend P 

Wreck. That's fine. 

Does not my pallor tell thee, pal o' mine ? 
Plague, famine, storm — I haven't lived in olover. 

Malpas. You've been a pirate ! 

Wreck. Ah ! those days are Rover ! 

{fiercely) It's all your fault. 

Malpas. (sternly) Hullo! 
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Wbeck. (half apologetically ) "Well, there I'm crusty; 
My hopes are damped and I'm all over rusty. 

(looks allrouna, Sir Grey does the same — usual business. 
Sib Grey brought down by Wbecxlyffb, looks en* 
quiringlv at him. Wbecklyffe winks one eye slowly, 
— creaking sound on violoncello.) 

Malpas. What now P 

Wbeck. That boy whom you 

Malpas. Ah ! is it so ? 

Wreck. To me entrusted twenty years ago, * 
Is now a man. 

Malpas. No. 

Wreck. Yes. 

Malpas. More — tell me quicker — 
Then he's alive, and 

Wbeck. (nodding significantly) Also is a kicker. 
Qn board my bark I found, that fatal night, 
My bark by no means equal to his bite. 
You see this scar — between us words were bandied, 
And I, like sherry wines, got strongly brandied. 

Malpas. You'd have revenge. 

(Wrecklyife draws long knife. 
'Tis well, hereafter more. 

(makes sign to him to conceal himself.) 

Wreck. A time will come some day. 

Malpas. Perhaps before. 

(Music— " Poor dog Tray." Wrecklytob retires mid 
conceals himself behind a very small shrub. 

Enter Mabsdek, l., with body of dog (a disreputable bandy- 
legged white bull-dog, with black eye) — he throws U down 
before Sib Grey. 

Malpas. My poor dog Tray ! alas, what fate befell you ? 
Marsden. Lord Beaufort killed him, sir ; he bade me tell 
you, 
The dog was in the way, and so he slay'd it. 
You'll save the tax. 

(goes up, Wbecklyffe comes forward cautiously. 
Malpas. The tax! I never paid it, 
And if [ had, I loved full well— don't joke, 
My Tray to pat. This is a traitor stroke. 
Revenge ! 

( Wbecklyppe at his elbow draws knife, and expresses by 
pantomime his readiness to use it.) 
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Not now, conceal yourself— 
Wreck. All right. 

Malpas. You might excite suspicion* 
Wreck. True, I might. 
(Music — Wrecklyffe conceals himself— SlR CtmretireM 
with body of dog. ) 

EyUer from castle Pages, l., then Last Montbevillb— tfo 

comes down. 

Lady M. Although my first-born has long since been 
drowned, 
His birthday still persistently comes round. 
Of that first nursing — fatal anniversary ! 
Bringing sad mem'ries which are quite unnursery. 
My second son was for the upper crust born, 
And I'm but fussed by thinking of my fust-bora. 
Ah, there comes Clarence — how he stalks along— 
His noble carriage marks him in the throng. 
If I, a Yankee phrase to use, may turn, 
My Clarence, there is no " one hoss concern." (Music. 

Enter Pages with hawks, then Lord Beaufort, l. Lady 
Montreville advances to meet him — he avoids and appears 
not to see her, and goes about as if looking for some one — 
she turns and meets him ogam. 

Lady M. My darling Clarence ! (same business.) 

Have you hunted far P (same business* 
Nay, don't you see me, pet P (catches him. 

Lord B. (peevishly) Don't bother, ma — — 

Ladt M. How playful ! 

Lord B. Where is Eveline P 

Lady M. (coaxmgly) Never mind — 

Lord B. I will mind, if I like. 

Lady M. Nay that's unkind. 

Lord B. I want my cousin. 

Lady M. Don't now there's a dear ! 

(Lord Beaufort wriggles himself pettishly. 
Boy» you're in love with her, that's very clear. 

Lord B. In love ! oh, that's a farce — go 'long, Ma— do. 

Lady M. A farce — in love — she's farce in hated you— 
(sees Grey) Sir Grey, oh, tell me with what baits or wiles, 
Or how to angle for my darling's smiles. 

Malpas. With a light rod should I, if he were mine, 

Wreck, (who has been listening, comes out cautiously, 
aside to Sir Grey) 
" Light rod" he said he wanted heavy line, (conceals him*" 1 " 
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Lady M. ('persuasively) Wearing apparel rich ? 
Lord B. It's no good fussing. 

What use is {^wearing what won't bring my cussing J 
Lady M. Will nothing please youP 

* Lord B. Yes, ma, one thing would 
Eveline to see. 

.Lady M. Nay — 

c Lobd B. Then I won't be good. 

Lord Beaufort goes up pettishly — Lady Montreville is 
about to follow, Sir Grey detains Tier. 

Malpas. My dog, because be barked, was shot to-day — 

Lady M. (coldly) Indeed i Em sorry. 

Malpas, (aside) Very, I daresay— 

(aside to Lady Montreville with intense malicious pleasure. 
He lives — — 

Lady M. Who lives— the dog P 

Malpas. No, no, keep still — 

1 mean, the Rightful Heir of Montreville ! 

Lady M. My lackey's feet bhall 

Malpas. Nay, 'tis your shoe pinches 

I feel their feet ? I see that you feel-inches. 

Lady M. I thought him dead — you told me long ago — 

Malpas. A party told me some one told him so. 

Lady M. For Clarence' sake you'll aid me in this fog — 
He always loved you, 

Milpas. (aside) Ah, who shot the dogP 

* Lady M. You p'raps could find some daring hand — 

' Malpas. I could 

Wrecklyfpe comes out with great alacrity, business with 

knife, 

Malpas. No, you'd alarm the lady. tmmm 

Wreck. P'raps I should (conceals himself 

Lady M. I'll sound my son, and learn if he's imbued, 
Though under twenty-one with forty-two 1 d. 

Beauport and Marsden come down. 

QUINTETTE and CHOBUS— Air.—" The Upper Ten: 9 

Lady M. My boy, ar't proof against ill-fate P 
Forgive me if I'm plain, 
Coulds't dine off aught but silver plate, 
Drink aught but choice champagne 2 
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Lord B. Oh, such a dismal fate I own, 
Ne'er came within my ken, 
Such hardships surely are unknown 

Among the upper ten, 
And, of course, I belong to the upper ten. 

The upper ten. (bis.) 
For I'm the smartest of smart young men. 
The cream of the upper ten thousand. 
Chorus. For, of course, he belongs, &c. 
Malfas. My dog's decease I deeply feel, 
His body I'll inter, 
And raise when Lord of Montreville 
A handsome sepul-cwr. x 

Wreck, (cornea out) In plots I'll aid you anyhow, 
But don't forget ifc when 
To you, as Earl, folks humbly bow 
Among the upper ten — (conceals himself* 

Malfas. Then I shall belong to the upper ten, 

The upper ten, 
And be the proudest of noblemen, 

The cream of the upper ten thousand. 
Chorus. We all belong to the upper ten, &c. 

Air changes to " The Patriot " country dance. 
Lady M. Pray then, say then, with veracity 
If such fate were near, oh, 
What you?d do ? 
Lord B, I'd life eschew 

Like some old Roman hero. 
Malpas. His pugnacity, perspicacity 

Throws o'er my career, oh ! 
Lord B. Gaily, daily, with vivacity 

I'll adorn my sphere, oh ! 
Lady M. I must be, I clearly see, 

Relentlessly severe, oh ! 
Wreck (comes out) My capacity for audacity, 

Quickly will appear, oh ! 
(conceals himself — all dance off, stage char, nautical mtisic. 

Enter Harding, walking fast, r., Falkner follows, then 
Sailors. Harding is going off, L. 

Falkner. Messmate, ahoy ! 
Harding, (stops) What now P 

Falkner. You're such a spanker ! 

This is the port, avast, and drop your anchor. 
Harding. How should I know the place P don't be bo 
fast. 
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Falkner. Well, if you didn't know, you might avast. 
Harding. Our Vyvyan comes, see where he heaves in 

sight. 
Falkner. Then cheer your captain, boys, with all your 

might. 

Music. Enter Vyvyan, k., cheers. 

Vyvyan. Shipmates, I know you're, every man, true 
blue. 
I'll ask a boon of some one. 

Falkner. Do, bit. 

Harding. Do. 

Vyvyan. This letter to my foster-father take. 

(to Falkner. 
You, Harding, this one to Sir Francis Drake, (to Harding. 
The first the story of my birth to seek, 
The last the admiral's order for the week. 

Falkneb. But ere we go, what news P 

Vyvyan. There's not much for us, 

But if you like, I'll tell you in a chorus. (cheers. 

SONG and CHORUS. 
Air.— Vyvyan. — " Qood Bye, John." 

This isle rose from the azure main 

The fact perhaps you knew 
The consequence of which is plain, 

Our tars are all true blue 
Some timid folks invasion fear, 

But it is clear to me 
That if the enemy get here, 

It will not be by sea. 

Three huzzas, my jolly tars, 

For England, Home, and Beauty, etcetera. 
The wind that blows, the ship that goes, 

And the lass that loves a sailor ! 

Chorus. The wind that blows, &c. 

(Additional verses on topics of the day,) 

Vyvyan. And now to seek my love is my design 
If yours is ditto, I shan't make a shine, 

You'll all be — if you know yourproper vally 

True to the Corps — I mean the Uorps de Ballet. 

(exit Vyvyan, r. 
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Enter female Peasants. 

BALLET.— All exeunt. 
Enter Eveline, weaving a garland, l. 

SONG— Air.— " On the Beach at Brighton. 
On the beach I brighten Gaily every day, 
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Weaving care to lighten Flowers bright and gay, 

Mystic charms impel me For floating o'er the tide, 

Fairy voices tell me That I shall be nis bride. 

My love is in a far land Far away from me, 

So I cast a garland- Daily on the sea, 

The chanoe that he will find them — -Is dubious I'm 
afraid, 

But I look when I bind them Such an interesting 

maid. 

So on the beach I brighten, Ac. 
(Vtvtan appears watching, he steals cautiously behind her, 

Eveline. I am an orphan and have consequently 
A fertile theme for talking sentiment'ly. • 
I won't weep now as p'r'aps might be expected 
Because there's no one here to be affected. 
Where ie my long lost Vy vyan P 

Vtvtan. Here. (dodges her as she turns, 

Eveline. Oh, where P 

(Faints into garden seat, 

Vtvtan. (kneeling at her feet) Look up, my love, look up. 

(Eveline looks persistently up at the shy* 
No, not up there ! 
Look in my face. (she sees him. 

Eveline. Oh, joy ! 

Vtvtan. Oh, rapture 

Eveline. Bliss! 

Vtvtan. Here lingers still thy last sweet parting kiss. 
I swear it by those eyes. 

Eveline. Then you've been true P 

Vtvtan. I've been at sea and met no girl since you. 

Eveline. Then I believe you — Faith's love's Paradise. 

Vtvtan. You'll share my home P 

Eveline. Yes, if it's very nice. 

Vtvtan. " Nay, dearest, nay, if thou wouldst have me 
paint 
The nome to which — " You don't seem pleased. 
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Eveline* I a i n » t# 

You'd better mind — those words suggest a fraud 

if like Pauline you treat me, you'll be clawed, 

Vyvtan. (aside) That was an awkward theme to try my 
wit on, 
But something a la Lytton, yet Til hit on. 
(Jo Eveline) I know a land which every rapture blesses, 
Where on each tree grow bright hue'd silken dresses ; 
New bonnets may be culled in dreamy glades, 
And best French kids run wild in sorted shades, 
Upon the shore the seal his mantle throws, 
And there's the shrub whereon the chignon grows, 
The newest perfumes all the flowers unfold, 
The stones are jewels ready set in gold ; 
With champagne and moselle the fountains flow — 
The dust is " oloom of Ninon de L'Enclos." 
In short, a land got up to charm each sense, 
Regardless of poetical expense, 

(Eveline expresses rapture at the different points in the 

above. At end of speech Yyvyan and Eveline embrace. 

Lady Montreville enters 9 L., and watches them, and 

expresses emotion. 

Eveline. Oh, please aunt this is my young man, don't 

scold us, 

You know he saved me from 

Lady M. ^ You've often told us. 

You're welcome, sir. 
Vyvyan. {nervous) Your ladyship's most hearty. 

(Pause — Yyvyan ana Lady Montreville 
looking at each other. 

Eveline, (aside to Vyvyan) Say something else. 

Vyvyan. Well, I'm a foundling party. 

But if I have a mother 

Lady M. (much affected) Ah ! 

Vyvyan. I'd swear it. 

She is like you — (Eveline nudges him— frowns) Eh, what? 

Lady M. (aside) Oh, can I bear it P 

Vyvyan. You look too young, of course 

Eveline, (approvingly aside to Vyvyan) That's much 
more olever. 

Vivyan. lint p'raps you've been made "beautiful for 
ever." 

Lady M. (aside to Eveline) You love him child P 
(Eveline looks confused.) 
(aside) She does— a bit of luck ! 
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Eveline. I couldn't help it, aunt, lie's such a duck. 
You won't be hard on me — I know you can't, 
To your niece JUvy, don't be Adam-aunt (adamant). 

Lady MI If he depart we're safe — down, down my heart, 
She's thine — to find her dowry be my part. 

(looking fondly at him ana hesitating.) 
You seem almost, in fact — before we sever, 
Accept this kiss, (he "kneels, and she hisses his forehead.) 
Eveline, (half aside) Oh, aunty — well I never ! 

(Lady Montreville goes up, Vyvyan stands gazing at 
her.) 
I think we're going away quite opportunely — 
He keeps on gazing at my aunt quite spoonily. 

Vyvyan. If she is not a noble dame, say I, 
Shivered may all my timbers be. 
Eveline. Oh, fie ! 

(they go up, his arm round her waist, as Lord Beaufort 
and Sib Grey enter, l. Wreckliffb follows 
cautiously, and conceals himself.) 
Lord B. A lover ! 

Malpas. Ave, look yonder if yon doubt. 
Lord B. On, this won't do, you know. 

(goes up to Vivian. 
Wreck, (forgetting himself) Ha, ha ! 
Malpas. (aside to him) Get out. 
(Vivian and Beaufort come down, the latter pointing to 
Vivian's heels.) 
Vivian. Gold spurs ! my fame on more than baubles 
stands, man ; 
We tars know more of spars than spurs, Sir Landsman. 
Wreck. That's good—ha, ha ! (Sir Grei silences him.) 
Lord B. Pray, can you fight, young Don P 
Vivian. No, not before a lady. 
Lord B. (sparring) Then come on. 

Eveline. Help, help ! 

Lady M. (coming down) What's this P Let either dare to 
strike — 
You naughty boy. 
Lord B. I will fight if I like. 

Lady M. Think not of Eveline, child, the hope's a 

mockery. 
Lorb B. Not have her P then I'll go and smash the 
crockery. 

(Lord Beaufort goes up angry, Lady Montreville 
follows trying to sooth him — Eveline with Viviajt.) 
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Malpas. (to Wkecklyfpe, indicating Eveline and Vtvtas) 

She'll vote for him— there'll be a fight. 
Wreck. There will. 

When ladies vote they're sure to have a Mill! 

Enter Falkner, e., in a great hurry f gives letter to Vtvtan. 

Falkner. This from your foster father. 

Vtvtan. (reading) Is it real P 
What I, the son of Lady Montreville ! 
Oh, joy ! the thrill I felt removes all doubt ; 
Won't she be happy when she knows I'm outP 

Enter Harding, E.,wa great hurry, and gives letter to Vtvtan. 

Ah, you from Drake ! (reads) " Come — join the fleet to- 
night — 
Warm work for you. Armada now in sight." 

Enter Marsden, r., in great haste, gives paper to Vtvtan. 

Marsden. Here come your crew and all the population, 
To hear our gracious queen's royal proclamation. 

Enter Sailors, Villagers, fyc, and gather round Vtvtan. 

Vtvtan. " The enemy's in sight." 
Marsden. Please, sir, which way P 

(all except Sailors are rushing oft, r. 
Vtvtan. Hi ! you come back, they won't be here to-day. 
*' Britons, your queen's convinced that you will aid her 
Against all harm, including the Harmada. 
Well arm your men — let sailors of all classes, 
First of their friends take leave, and then cuUlasses ; 
With the best guns so arm them for the tuzzle, 
That no sea-dog be found without a proper muzzle. 

(Cheers. Musical finale to scene first. Sailors and 
People spread out a little. Eveline comes down to 
Vtvtan. Sir Gret and Lord Beaufort m conversa- 
tion, l., Lady Montreville lost in thought, r., 
Wreckltffe peeping out from his concealment, Tht 
stars — very decided ones of tlie unmistalteahle star 
pattern — come out.) 

Air — " Up in a Balloon." 

Eveline. You're going to leave me? 

Vtvtan. Aye, quickly, my sweet. 

But keep up your spirits, again we shall meet. 

Lady M. Of feelings maternal, one half I must smother, 

And throw over one for the sake of his brother. 
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Malpas. He is going to-night with his affianced wife. 
Lord B. If I lose her I don't care a straw for my life ; 
Then I'd make — for I'd reckless become very 

soon — 
A partial ascent in a captive balloon. 
Wreck, (forgetting himself) Up m a balloon boys ! 
Vyvyan. The stars are coming out, dear — I really must 

go soon. 
Lady M. Up in a balloon, boy ! 

You really mustn't think of going up in a 
balloon. 
Chorus. Up in a balloon: boys, 

I haven't any fancy for sailing round the moon ; 

Up in a balloon, boys, 

It can't be very jolly to be up in a balloon. 

Air — "Meet me by Moonlight" 

Lord B. (pointing to sword hilt) Meet me by moonlight 

alone. 
Vtvyan. Aye, then I will tell you a tale, 

To hear it will soon change your tone. 
Lord B. These evasions, young man, won't avail. 
(they appear to be arranging time and place, Wrecklyfpb 
watching them. Polka tune.) • 

Eveline. They're quarrelling on my account — Fm in 

an awful fright. 
Wreck. They're going off upon the sly to have a little 

fight. 
Lady M. However, I shall bear it, when we meet again 

to-night. 

I do not know, 
This awful go, 
Looks anything but bright. 
Malpas. (aside to Wrecklyffe) To make them think 

that we're from scheming very far, 
The only way 
Is to be gay. 
Wreck, (obtrusively carrying out the idea) Tooral, looral.&c 
(all join va chorus — " Tooral, looral," or, " Tra la, la" 
and then Vyvyax resumes without pause.) 

Air — " Nelson Hornpipe." 

Vyvyan. Then away boys all to our gallant bark, 

I'll join you there before 'tis dark. 
Falkner. We'll fire thrice a signal gun. 
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Vyvyan. If I'm not there you'll conclude I've eat and 

run, run, run. 
Lady M. Then cheer the British tar who ocean braves, 

braves, braves; 
Lobd B. Britannia shall, as usual, rule the waves, 

waves, waves, 
Vyvyan. And Britons never, never, never, never, never, 

never, never, never, never, never, shall 

be slaves, slaves, slaves. 
. I {general hornpipe — scene closed in. 

SCENE SECOND.— Lady Montrevilk's apartment, jfas- 

place— no lire — B. 

Enter Vyvyan and Eveline, l. 

Eveline. Oh, if I could believe thee ! 

Vyvyan. Doubting still P 

Here, take my sword ; you now can't feel alarmed. 

Eveline. No one would think of hurting you unarmed. 

Vyvtan. But are you sure your cousin loves but ligh^y P 

Eveline. I see, you're jealous. 

Vyvyan. (protesting) No, may I— 

Eveline. Oh, slightly. 

(going. 

Yyvyan. May I the main brace never splioe. 

Eveline. Oh, no, 

You really mustn't, dear, it's very low. (eM t B. 

Vyvyan. Now for my mother— oh, emotion sweet ; 
Time's fleeting, though, I mustn't miss the fleet ; 
My admiral's strict and I must not forget, 
A mother to secure, that ma-to-net. 
She comes, she comes ! 

Enter Lady Montbeville. 

Lady M. (aside) I see it on his brow — 
He knows the secret ! Oh, where are we now P 
Yet stay, I'll veil emotion with frivolity — 
(to Vyvyan) I'll have your hat 

Vyvyan. Nay— this is ill-timed jollity ; 

Excuse me, if abrupt — it must be done. 
It's not my fault, but I'm your first-born son. 

Lady M. Discovered! horror! Sir, your conduct's wild; 
My son is Clarence— I've no other child — 
Leave me — you wont ! 

Vyvyan. No 7 
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Lady M. ' Then you must be made. 

What ho ! my servants ! 

Vyvyan. {going to fire-place) Call them to your aid ; 
On this ancestral hearth, I take my place — 
Now bid them turn me out, if you ve the face. 

Enter Marsden and Servants, l. 

Marsden. Tou called us, madam. - 

(Lady M. points to hearth, tries to spedek, but cannot. 

Vyvyan. Say what you desire. 

Lady M. Oh — put some coals on. 

Marsden. Madam, there's no fire. 

Lady M. Then do so when there is ! 

Mabsden. We will, my lady. 

(bows and exit with Servants, l. 

Vyvyan. Oh, mother, this reception's very shady, 
From recollection tenderer feelings seek — 
Think of when first you kissed my infant cheek. 

Lady M. (thoughtfully) You'd always plenty ! 

Vyvyan. Ah ! your heart then owm — 

Lady M. My heart's of rock, if proof Against those 
(s)tones. 

Vyvyan. When first I spoke, your mind's sweet calm 
recall ; 

Lady 1 M. I've stronger recollections of a squall ! 

Vyvyan. You don't regret I live — oh, this declare 1 

Lady M. You don't know what a naughty boy you were ; 
How you played tricks upon your nurse and me— 
Put mice into our boots — flies in the tea. 
Got out my white silk dress and danced upon it, 
And poured the treacle o'er my Paris bonnet ; 
Yet, now I loved thee ! 

Vyvyan. Ah ! but love me still — 

I'll do all these again, and more. 

Lady M. You will ! 

Vyvyan. But tell me how your wishes to fulfil. 

Lady M. Go, take thy Eveline ; seek some distant shore, 
And let's see neither of you any more. 

PUET.— Aib— " Weber's last Waltz." 

Vyvyan. Is it thus you treat your son ; 
Oh, say it s only fun 
At meeting — greeting kinder find a 
Mother might 1 
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Lady M. - My son, have done. 

Aib — " Di Provenza." 

You know I can't forget, 
My other darling pet ; 
Whose fortunes are upset, 
If I your claims abet. 
Vyvtak. Ah, my ! 

Air — " Walking in the Zoo " — (Be/rain only)- 

Walking in to sue 

For that which is my due, 

I see is most embarrassing. 
But what was I to do P 
Lady M. Your walking in to sue, 
Annoys me, it is true ; 

I'd rather dropped my chignon, 
While walking in the Zoo. 

Air — " Naughty Mary Ann" 

Vtvyan. The earldom, wealth, and title, 
I yield them to my brother ; 
But though, with glee, my death she'd see, 
I can't renounce my mother. 
Lady M. By thus your claims suppressing. 

My heart at last you touch j * 

I'll give you, boy, my blessing, 
For that won't cost me much. 
Vyvyan. Nought to Vyvy-an, 
■ Is rank as nobleman. 
But don't you see 
Your manner to me 
Is quite Bar-6aW-a?& / 
Lady M, Naughty Vyvyan, 

Most harrowing young man, 
I can't conceal, 

You make me feel ' 

A cruel B&rbarian ! 

(Repeat Refrain together — dance expressive of metita 
agony— Yyvyan rushes out, l., Lady M. attempts t 
follow, and faints, looks up cautiously to see if he ii 
really gone, then gets up and exit. . ,- n 
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SCEHE THIRD.— -St Kvnian's Cliff —a precipice at back, 
overhanging a chasm, with projecting rocks at side — sea in 
* distance, with ship at anchor. 

Enter Sib Gbey Malpas, with body of his dog. 

Malpas. The blow that killed my dog sealed Beaufort's 
doom ; 
Farewell, poor Tray, find there a peaceful tomb, 
I thus dispose of him, with weeping eyes, 
Instead of selling him for mutton pies. 

(throws body down precipice . 

Enter Wbecklyffe, slightly elevated. 

Malpas. You overheard their words — you understood P 

Wreck. Yes ; I was close at hand, as usual. 

Malpas. Good ! 

Wreck. He's due here on the mountain soon, 

'Tistrue; 
Upon St. Kinahan's Cliff, he's mountain, due ! 

Malpas. Why give it that peculiar appellation P 

Wreck. Why P on account of its Li-evation ! 

Malpas. You* re slightly elevated. 

Wbbck. I'm all right, 

Just nerved for any deadly deed to-night. 

Malpas. Listen ; if Beaufort kill the rival swain, 

Wbbck. My evidence convicts him — 

Malpas. Good again ! 

Wreck. How if he doesn't P 

Malpas. Well — your steel is true ; 

You understand P 
' Wbbck. {drawing knife) I rather think I do. 

Malpas. They come ! conceal yourself — 

Wreck. Quite in my line ; 

Malpas. And now whate'er befall, the earldom s mine ! 
(Wbecklyfpe conceals himself, and Sib Grey Malpas. 

exit, b., as Lord Beaufort enters, i. 

LoipB. Though fond of Eveline, I eould do without her, 
Thinknig no other fella cared about her ; 
But now another wants her — verbum sat. 
Bevenge ! ha ! ha ! (Wbecklyfpe knocks his hat off. 

(turning round) I wonder who did that ! 

Enter Vyvtan, walking liastily, L. 

You're coming it too strong ! 
Vtttah. : I'm going too— 

LordB. On guard! (first gun from fJdp. 

Vtvyan. I've got no time to spend on you. 
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Lord B. Draw ! or confess, of me yon stand in awe 1 
Vtvtak. I always try to do my best to draw. 
I thought to clasp — my hopes bat end in sadness ; 
Lord B. He thought to clasp his Eveline— death and 
madness. 
Yon named the time and place — 

Vyvyan. But never thought 

We should have fought ; 
Lord B. Well then, you should liave ought! 

Vyvyan. I " should have ought ! " go study Lhialey 
Murray, 
And don't detain a man who's in a hurry ; 
I will not ficht with thee— boy, pert ana froward. 
Lord B. Ihen yield, and own that you're a jolly coward ! 
Vyvyan. Call me by that vile name, or any other — 
I can forgive — go home and tell your mother. 
Lord B. This is too much — I must — will give him one ! 
Vyvyan. I've still the hope of glory — or I've none. 
Lord B. Once more— come on — you shan't the struggle 

shirk ; 
Vyvyan. Though a mere infant, he's an awful Turk. 
Lord B. An infant, eh P you'll find, sir, if you please, 
This infant Turk, an infant (H)ercule8 ! 

(Music — struggle — Vyvyan gets away and rusher up 
to precipice, Lord B. after him, 
Vyvyan. Stand off, I say ! (second gun) There goes the 
second gun. 
(Struggle renewed — Vyvyan falls over the precipice, 
his body is seen to strike against the projecting rocks 
and bound on to the opposite ones as he falls down 
— third gun. 
Lord B. (looking down in dismay) 
Oh, my ! whatever have 1 been and done ! 

Wreck, (looking out from his place of concealment) 
1 wonder if he's dead — if not he s mine — 
Ha ! ha !— one stab — exactly in my line. 

(Climbs down precipice — the ship sails on in jerks, as 
scene closes in.) 

TWELVE MONTHS ARE SUPPOSED TO ELAPSE. 

SCENE FOURTH.— Exterior of the Castle ofMontreville. 

Enter Sir Grey Malpas, l. 

Halpas. Twelve months gone by; and Wrecklyffe seen no 
more; 
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He ne'er concealed himself so long before ; 
I'm sure from Beaufort's manner, which is queer, 
That down that cliff he hurled the rightful peer 
A frightful depth — which, if I proofs unfurl, 
At once makes good my claim of -rightful (h)eari 

Enter Falkneb, e. 

Falkner. 'Twas here we parted, just a year ago ; 
What has become of him ? 

Malpas. (mysteriously) Ah, time will show. 

Falkner Eh? 

Malpas. You are Vyvyan's friend ! the meeting's -odd 
Falkner. And you — 

Malpas. (mysteriously) No matter! call me— Tommj 
Doddl 

DUET.— Air— " Tommy Dodd." 

Malpas. You'd seek your friend — 
Falkner. I would— you're right ; 

Malpas. He met a deadly foe 

Upon St. Kinian's (Jliff that night ! 
Falkner. Ah ! well the spot I know, 

Malpas. Down there you may obtain a clue ; 
Falkner. I think I catch your sense, 
Malpas. Amid the heavy denseness, you 

Will find some heavy-dense ! 
Falkner. Common cause with me you'll take. 

Air— "Dainty Davie," or " *Mid heavy rain and thunder* 

(ol& song). 

Malpas. Affidavy — affidavy, 

I shall very gladly make, 

'Gainst Beaufort's reign to thunder. 

A»— " Pretty mie Flora*" 

Falkner. Won't it be a flooter, 
I'll go without delay, 
Down the cliff, a bold explorer. 
M&pas. I knew there'd come a day, 
And I think I see my way, 

To give my rich relatione such afloorerv 
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Won't it be a floorer, 

I'll ) 

He'll i £° ^^out delay, 

J* Down the cliff Ac. ' 

•*» I knew Ac, 

§ And I think Ac, 

| To give my Mend's betrayers } h fl 

w To give my rich relations J 

(Both dance out, L. 

Enter Marsden and Ladt Montkeville, r. 

Lady M. Will he not join in sport P 

Marsden. In none — no how— 

He doesn't even care for mischief now. (exit. 

(heavy stamrpmg heard) Ladt M. I hear his step. Ah ! 
once the ground he trod, 
As if with butterflies his feet were shod. 

* 

Enter Beaufort, wrapped in cloak, l. 

Lord B. Cold— cold — and yet the beggar doffed his 
frieze; 
Vmfreezmg now at 82 degrees — 
Thermometer in the shade. That was — I'm right — 
The heat late after dark — thaf b far-in-night (Pahrmheit) ! 

Lady M. Why, my dear son, are yon so out of sorts P 
WiU you not hunt or hawk P 

Lord B. . I've done with sports. 

Lady M. You loved them once I 

Lord B. But all such joys are dead ; 

Besides, it gives me bad colds in the head, 
And after all day shouting tally-ho's, 
At night I have to tally-' ow my nose ) 
Wine— wine ! 

Servant enters with small hason and spoon, &» 

Lady M. When you'd a cold I understood, 
I ordered something that will do you good. 

(takes vtfrom Servant arid gives it to Lord B. 
Do not reject a mother's care, my jewel-— 
Am I not kind, love P 
Lord B. Kind — nay this is gruel ! 

(throws it away. 
Lady M. How sad he is — I'm really half inclined 
To think the darling's something on his mind. 



k 
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Enter Sir Gbey de Malpas and Marsden, l. 

Lady M. What now P 

Malpas. Some bones have been discovered near, 

Tis said they're Vyvyan's. Sir Godfrey's here, 
And begs your presence. 

Lady M. Oh, this is too much ! 

Malpas. Fear not, you're innocent, then act as such. 

Symphony to "On the Beach at Brighton " — Eveline (mad) 
in white, with her hair down, enters, K., weaving garland, 
as m Scene First — all watch her — music changes to walk* 
round. 

QUAETETTE— " Breakdown " tune. 

Eveline. How my senses wander, 
On my fete I ponder — 
Like horrid dreams, 
It really seems, 

That troubles come in bands* 

Lady M. Isn't it alarming— 

Anything but charming, 

'Tis no joke, 
Two young folk, 

Mad upon my hands . 

Marsden. Stars that shine above her, 
Bemind her of her lover — 
When I see 
Her miserie, 

I feel extremely ill. 

Lord B. Any kind.of weather, 

Thicket, field, or heather— 
Ever cold, 
Cloak I fold, 

Always in a chill. 

Malpas. Circumstances plainly, 
Show I haven't vainly 
Planned to get 
The coronet — 

An earl I soon shall be. 



1 
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Lady M. Puts one out o' feather, 
Let us all together— 
In flowretf clad, 
Go raving mad, 

Out of sympathee. 

(dance—rail q£„ 

SCENE FIFTH.— A Feudal KaU. 

Sir Godfrey Seymour seated on dais, with table before him, t. 
Falkner standing by. Vyvyan's cap and plume on table. ' A 
bier, c., with curtain to draw in front of it — ffiTj^n prjrctf. 
at bach — Sib Godfrey makes a sign to Servaito, v&o 
draws curtain in front of bier. 

JEfrtferMARSDEN backwards, l., then Lady Montreville and 
Sib Grey— Lady M. sits r. of table. 

Seymour. Those are the bones of your lamented chief? 

Falkner. They are, sir, to the best of my belief. 

Seymour. They've been examined by the right officials P 

Falkner. Yes! 

Seymour. Are they marked with your lost friend's 

initials P 

Falkner. No- 
Lady M. There's a flaw — 

Malpa8. A proof, it seems to me, 

Sailors are careless of their property. 

Seymour. I'll make a note of that, (writes.) 

Falkner. His cap we founds 

Seymour, Were there no other clothes upon, the ground? 

Falkner. No, sir. 

Seymour. Tet he did not, as I presume— 

Walk there clad simply in a cap and plume. 

Lady M. It seems quite rational to my poor mind, 
He walked away, and left his cap behind f 

Malpas. Allow me to suggest in humblest tones, 
He scarce could take his clothes and leave his bones ! 

Seymour. I'll make a note of that; (writes) now just 
look here — 
Won't somebody confess P 

Eveline, (entering, l.) I'll make it clear — 
He lives ! 

Lady M. How so ? 

Eveline. My heart must be believed. 

Seymour. Ah, miss, that evidence can't be received. 
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Enter Lord Beaufort, l., Lady M. rushes to him. 

LiDf M. Retire, my son, consider your poor head. 

Lord B. Who are all these P — no, I won't go to bed ! 
ftio'a this P 

Falkner. I'm Vyvyan's friend, his bones lie there* 

Lord B. Mother, let's go— 

Falkner. (stopping him) Oh, no yon don't — say wher* 
That fatal night— you met my friend, young lord. 
When he, this lady tells me, had no sword r 

Lord B. (confused) Was he unarmed P I really mean't 
all fair — 
1 didn't go to do it, sir — when there, 
He hit me first, and so— I know not what, 
Except that I was never near the spot. 

Seymour. His manner is suspicious — 

Lady M. Not the least ; 

This painful charge, his fever has increased. 
The motive P 

Malpas. To remove the Rightful Heir — 

Your letters prove it, as you're well aware. 

(letters are shown to her. 

Seymour. What say you P 

Lady M. Reckless of my fame and station. 

I wrote them all at somebody's dictation — 
They're all untrue ! 

Falkner. You cannot thus deceive me. 

Lady M. No matter— if a jury will believe me ! 

Srymour. Look at the watermark ! 

(Falkner holds letters up to the Ught. 

Malpas. (aside to Servant) Bring in some fetters. 

Seymour. Tell us the maker's name upon the letters. 

Malpas. Ha! ha! my hopes I now would lay some 
coins on ! 

Falkner. 'Tis — 

All. Who P 

Falkner. A party by the name of Joynson ! 

Seymour. Then all is clear, the charge takes no denial, 
And I hereby commit you both for trial ! 

OPERATIC SCENA. 

Air—" Barbara Atten" Waltz. 

Evelinb. Of fates unkind, we may complain, 
Lady M. Our prospects looking jaily ; 
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Lord B. I fear to offer bail is vain. 
M alp as. You'll go to the old Bailey. 

Enter Servant, with fetters, l. 

(operatic recitative, composed so as to lead wp to next 
tune — i. e., " Sauciest Girl tliat's out") 
Malpas. Seize them. 
. Eveline. Oh, horror ! 

Malpa8. I'll no pity show. 

Lady M. Ah, mercy, mercy! 
Lord B. Mercy, mercy ! 

M ALP AS. 

Falener. 




, r No! 
ana 

Seymour. 

(Jbusiness of seizing Lord Beaufort and Lady Montre- 
ville. Wrecklyffe in armour, disguised in long 
cloak and helmet with vizor down, appears suddenly 
from behind soldiers, Sfc. ) 

Wreck. Hold ! they are innocent. 

Malpas. Ah, who are you ? 

Wreck. I'm a repentant malefactor, who 
Finding from villainy he grew no fatter, 
Took service with 

All. Ah, say with whom ! 

Wreck. No matter. 

{symphony of " The Sauciest Girl that's out" A party 
of knights in armour enter dancmg, their armour 
jingling as they dance round mto their places. Vyvyajt 
(vn armour and disguised in same way as Wrecklyffe,) 
who has come in with the others, whispers to Wreck- 
lyffe, who goes behind curtain, leaving Vyvyah c.) 

Vyvyan. Behold in me a gallant knight, 

Come back in time to set things right ; 

Upon the case I'll throw some light, 

So mind what you're about. 

(to Sir Grey) Your case I'll overthrow. 
Malpas. Who are you, we'd like to know ? 

Your face perhaps you'll show, 

Before we turn you out. 
Vyvyan. For Beaufort there's no cause to fear, 

He ne'er killed Vyvyan that is clear. 
Malpas. The reason why 
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"Vtvtah. (throws off disguise) Because he 9 i here, 

The liveliest chap that's out. 
Chorub. For Beaufort, <fec. 

*.- {all dance to symphony and strike attitudes , Eveline tf» 
* Vyvyak's arms c.) 

JIalpas. That all my schemes are foiled, this joy's a 
token, 
X die — oh, ah — some— -something here has broken, (falls.) 
Lidt M. Can you forgive us P Not the slightest tiftf 
Vyvyak. No, not a bit. 

Lord B. But how about the cliff P 

Vyvtak. All right, I only had a light fall there, 
And thus you see once more the Bight-fall Heir, 

LobdB. How was it 

Lady M. (interrupting) Yes, and where 

Falkker. (interrupting) And why remain P 
Vyvyak. Some other time I'll everything explain. 

Lord B. Those bones then were 

Vyvyak. We'll clear all doubt away. 
Friend, have you joined 'em P 
"Wreck, (behind curtain) Yes. * 
(Wrecklyfpe draws curtain and discovers the skeleton 
of Sir Grey's dog put together and standing up, the 
character of the band/y-legged bulldog retained m the 
skeleton.) 

Malpas* (sitting up) My poor dog Tray. 

Vyvyak. What — you're not dead P 

Mal?as. No, when I made grimaces, 

Vyvyak. You felt a chord give way ? 

Malpas. It was my braces. . 

8a& you forgive me — to reform I vow 

Vyvyak. Oh, yes, since all must ask for pardon now. 
(to audience) Will you forgive us all our faults, and say 
That we've amused you with our little play ; 
Twas all our aim, we would not have it thought 
To ridicule a graceful work we'd sought, 
Wherein a tale of love with well-known power 
Is decked with many a sweet poetic flower ; 
Though we've burlesqued a play that's really grand, 
We've tried to do it with a modest hand. 

FINALE—" Sauciest Owl that's Out." 

LadyM. Friends, with joy our hearts will glow 

If you will cheer us ere you go, 
Malpas. For your applause, as well you know, 

We cannot do without. 
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Lord B. Hope do not negative 

Thof e you know most royally live, 
Who most enjoy love and forgive, 
So leave us not in doubt. 
Vtvyajt. If you but smile, my part I'll play 
As Rightful Heir, for many a day, 
Singing Rightful-Heir-ol-fay, 

The liveliest ohap that's oat. 
Chorus. If you but smile, <ko. 

CURTAIN. 

SCENE FIRST.— Sir Grey's Ruined House, and the Gaiiu 
or Montreville. — How Sir Grey meets with an old comrade— 
How the death of Sir Grey's dog brings out an old trait in Ms 
character and what co-cur* d in consequence— The haughty Countesi 
and the poor Cousin— Arrival of the Sea Rover. 

The Song, The Search, The Secret! 
NAUTICAL BALLET. 
How Vyvyan meets with his Love — Reminiscenoe of the Lady 
of Lyons which Eveline finds somewhat wp-pauUne. Meeting of 
the Mother and her — but we anticipate— Sir Grey's treachery. 
The Reception, The Rivals, The Rencounter. 
The Armada in sight, The Queen's Proclamation, The Challenge, 
and GRAND OPERATIC FINALE. 

SCENE SECOND.— Lady Montreville's Chamber^— He 
Lovers' parting — The interview between the Countess and — but 00 
matter— The Heir — The Hypothesis— -The Hysterics. 

Triumph or Nature. 

SCENE THIRD.— St. Kinian's Cliff.— The Burial of the Dog 
— Further development of Sir Grey's plot — The meeting of tin 
Brothers — 

The Jealous Lover, The Sea Rover, and The Fall Ova. 

Startling Sensation! 

twelve months are supposed to elapse. 

SCENE FOURTH.- -Exterior or the Castle.— Sir Grey's 
doubts — Return of Falkner — The Search— Lord Beaufort's mad- 
ness, Lady Montreville's despair, Eveline's insanity, and general 
distraction — Discovery of the Bones. 

SCENE FIFTH.— Feudal Hall in the Castle or Moms- 
ville. — How Sir Grey gives evidence for the prosecution, and Lord 
Beaufort commits himself. 

The Crime — The Committal — The Chains! 

How, when everybody is in despair, somebody arrives quite un- 
expectedly, and clears up everything — Startling identification o 
the bones — Mutual forgiveness, and (it is hoped) General Satis* 

FACTION, AND 

TRIUMPH OF THE POETICAL DRAMA, 
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